178                               FHJLKUVJKJ1
Durrant then infonned Olga that the Maharaja had had
the Bliithner specially removed from the drawing-room
to her sitting-room, and had sent to Bombay for a tuner
and repairer to overhaul the instrument thoroughly for
her benefit.
"The piano's in excellent order and it's perfectly
ripping to be able to practise whenever I feel inclined,
without first having to think whether Fm disturbing
people," Olga remarked.
" I wish I could stay and listen to you now. I'd have
asked you to play all my favourites, but I've to accompany
His Highness this morning. However, I hope that
during your visit we'll have many opportunities of
music-making together." So saying Durrant pressed
Olga's fingers affectionately and left her.
Olga wondered what Durrani's feeling towards her
really was, for she was much attracted by him. At the
moment, however, the piano banished all else from her
mind and she started upon scales and exercises.
Soon Olga was interrupted by Mrs. West, who was
laughing until the tears streamed down her face,
" Honey, come along to our rooms right now. You'll
be tickled to death."
Reluctantly Olga rose from the piano.
" Put on your sun topee1 for the sun's pouring down
like hell on the roof piazza."
As she entered the Wests' sitting-room, Olga gasped.
Every article of furniture was of cut-glass, and the
chairs and sofa were upholstered in crimson plush.
" How truly awful!" Olga remarked. " Where in
the world ^dll you sit ? It's a good thing that neither of
you are fat, otherwise you'd get through an awful lot of
chairs."
** Oh, they're solid enough, a darn sight too solid I
guess. The blasted things are as hard as bricks," said
Mr. West, rubbing his posterior with a wry smile. ** PU